8                                 RABELAIS.

them a Perpetual Adoration. Lower down still was the
old church of St Mexrne, guardian saint of Chinon : its
central tower and spire have fallen down, but the severe
and plain west front with its two towers stand yet. The
Eue de la Lamproie is, and probably always was, a street
of smaU booths and workshops. The birthplace of
Rabelais, however, is a corner house. The narrow street
to which it also belongs contains white and trim hotels
standing in their own gardens, kept secluded from intru-
sive gaze by high stone walls, so that the street has a sort
of Moorish aspect. Here were then, as now, the resi-
dences of the better class, the gens de la robe.

As regards the situation of the town, no better could
have been found to fill the brain of an imaginative child
with food jor delightful thought. It stands quiet now,
its former greatness, on the north bank of

the swift and bright Vienne, some eight miles above its
junction with the Loire. A long bridge connects it with
a suburb on the opposite shore. Immediately behind
the town rises a great rock three hundred feet high, on
whose level summit stand the ruins of the splendid castle
of Chinon, where our King Henry II. breathed his last,
and where Charles the Dauphin received Joan of Arc.
The grand old castle in the days when Eabelais was a
boy was no longer a royal residence. Louis XL preferred
his manor-house of Plessis les Tours, standing in its
marshy meadows. Charles VIII. loved the more commo-
dious castle of Amboise. Francis I. chose to live at pretty
Chenonceaux. But Chinon was maintained with garrison,
governor, drawbridge, and moat, in all the discipline of a
medieval fortress. No doubt the furniture and tapestry
still remained in the long low saloon where the Wondrous